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RATIONAL TREATMENT

Stomach Disea ses

Means :
Discard Injurious Drugs,

Glycozone

A Harmless, Powerful
Germicide.
Send twenty-five cents to pay
postage on Free Trial Bottle.
Sold by leading druggists. Not
genuine without my signature :

Quf, lectatatas

Dept. R, 63 Prince St.,, N.Y.

Write for frec hooklet on Rational
Treatment of Disease,

$™7-98 DRESSES
1— ANY MAN

With an All Woeol Cheviot
sde-to-Measure Bult.

EXTRA PAIR FHEE

OF TROUSERS

To introduce our famons made-
to-measure custom tailoring we
make this unequaled offer of &
Buit made to your mcasure,

well made and durably trimmed
for only #7.98, Equal to your
local tarlor's $15 suit, and glve
you an extra palr of trou-
sers of the same cloth as the sait,

solutely free. Send us your
name and address and we will
scend you Free Bamples of
cIot_h] measurement blank and
T ine.

huir:u;le h’}sd?!nd Oy
GENTS' OUTFITTING CO. Dept 72,

242 Market St., Chicago.
Ref: First National Bank, Chicago,
Capital, $13,000,000.

Traveling Salosmen Wanteds

1 can easily earn is Tpiece tump[:l&
llnell.ll Qutiit, Bat, Ball, (.up,
Belt, Flelders’ Glove, Cateher's
love and Mask, Teie-npe n
pieco Flabhing omﬂl Watches,
Hamilton Rifles, 'lenu Huam-'
mocks. Send us your name and [
address, we send you 20 enameled
highly scented Butterfly Chate-
lalne Pendants,store price 26¢.,
we allow you to sell ours at 10e.
When sold send the $2.00 and

+

earn and select. Our premium
catalogue, showing 100 Pres-
entis, explains everything be-
fore you start to work. Trial
o I* ~ow, We trust

Ilcpt. 570 cmmco

COMPLETE
FISHING SET.

eosts nothing, Order to-day,
and take back all pandants ngt sald,

A.HD MFO 00

in the latest English Sack Style, |

or a fancy pattern if desired, mb- |

I | Dolores.
| | done.

Butcher’s

Boston Polish

Is the best finish made for FLOORS,
Interior Woodwork and Furntture.

Nat brittle ;

ither scratch

and satisfactory
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LISH Lu W t..r HAakDwWoo

For Sale by Dealers in Paints, Hardware and House-Furnishings.,
SEND FOR OUR FIRFE BOOKLET, TELLING OF THE MANY
ADVANTAGES OF BUTUHER'™S BOSTON POLISI,

The Butcher Polish Co., 35 stiantic Ave, Boston, Mass.

OUR No.3 REVIVER

is a superior finish for
kitchen and piazza floors.

THAT CANNOT CATCH IN THE FABRI
JUDSOM PIN CO MFGRS mocmesTes. s v
Send Postal to 101 Franklin St NY. City For Free Sameurs
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few candles in the scones hanging upon
the bare walls gave light to the ftragic
scene. In an anteroom the sobs of an
old servant were to be heard. They had
not summoned the artist’s friends, nor
{ did any think of doing so. Perhaps they
did not understand that he was dying,
for Edmund Orlopp had confessed as
much to Dolores alone.

Twice upon the road
opened his eyes and spoken with a resig-
nation which defied hope. ‘I am going
to dream again,”” he had said. *'You
can do nothing for me. 1 know it—
there is one truth the skies cannot hide
from a man. Let me be, Orlopp. It is
better so."

Or again: ‘‘I shall die with France.
If you were one of us, you would under-
stand. Let me see the sun for the last
time, Orlopp. It shone upon me when
I painted the picture. There is a message
in the sunshine, Orlopp. May we not be
conscious of it afterward? God knows!
I am going to find it out to-night.”

They answered him with what gentle
words they could. Within the studio a
deadly pallor crept upon his face, and
the staring eves of a dying man fell upon
the dream-picture his genius had painted.

“The voice within us never lies,” he
said, raising himself upon his elbow and
gazing intently at the canvas; "'we do
not dream in vain. Every thought, every
act that is the impulse of an unknown
| voice, should sacred to us. You
| cannot save me, Orlopp. There is the
| decree. The mnight gave it to me; the
night will fulfill.”

He sank back upon the pillow and
closed his eves. Premonition of his own
death was killing him, for he had suffered
no mortal wound. Loss of blood there
had been; but no organ wounded
[ vitally, and Orlopp never doubted that
l but for the picture of his dream he would
be living to-morrow.

““He is dying for an idea,” he said to
“What we can do has been
That cursed picture will kill him!
I have no skill which can blot it out.
He never should have gone to Buzenval.
I blame myself that I permitted him
to go."”

“It was decreed," she rejoined. *‘*You
have been his friend, Edmund. I knew
that it must be so when he spoke to us
in the studio yesterday. We only can
bow our heads to destiny."

He knew how much resignation cost
her and how her affectionate nature
suffered for this man she had esteemed
so greatly, this genius whom the whole
civilized world would mourn to-morrow.
And yet he had confessed nothing but
the truth when he told her that his skill
could do no more. Gabriel Sordelli lay
dving for his faith in his own handiwork.
| He would die because the figure of his
| dream lay dead before him. Thus Or-
|lopp reasoned as he paced the gloomy
| room and watched the pallid face. Could
nothing yet be done? Was there no key
[ to this passing enigma of fate and doom?
{ Desperately, one tortured by doubt
{and the omens of despair, he stood again
| before the canvas, and studied every line
lof it. With what transcendent skill it
| had been painted! How perfect was the
light and shade! And the portrait itself
| —no other living artist could have sur-
}r(lﬁh'!_‘ll the truth or beauty of it. A
{ portrait of the dead by the living hand!
! Jut was it that? Orlopp peered into
canvas, and a flush came upon his
usually pallid face. Gods! what new idea
{was this? He looked again, and hope
came to him as upon a freshet of desire.
This figure of the dream was not that of
a dead man, he said. There was life
in the nervous pose of the fingers; the
heart beat beneath the bared breast.
| And the allegory? He turned to Dolores
as though her answer to his question
would of itself raise Gabriel Sordelli from
the grave.
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“*Sabine de Saint-Beuve—where does
she live?”

She answered him without comment.
‘““At her father's house in the Avenue

| de 1'Imperatrice."”
*Will you go to her and bring her here,
Dolores?"

will go,

Edmund.” She did not

Gabriel had’
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know what was in his mind; but her faith
restrained the question.

Left alone in the studio, Orlopp stood
by the dying man's side and counted,
sometimes aloud, the mimites of waiting. |
As the men of old-time strove against |
the fates in the theaters of Greece, so in
some sense was he contending with them
in that momentous year of the nineteenth
century. One by one the leaves of this
life before him were falling. A sigh, a
breath long drawn, might snap the thread
forever. And all man's skill must be
impotent before this great play of chance,
this jest of destiny ever capricious when
humanity is her sport. Orlopp feared
almost to turn away his eyes. Was |
Sabine de Saint-Beuve in Paris, or had
she fled before the war? He 11.~tcnu] with
ear intent for the sound of her steps.
Would she come too late? Ah, what
suspense, what desire that this life should
be given to him!

3

She came to the studio at six o'clock,

a veiled figure, but not so closely veiled |
that the exquisite eyes and deep chest- |
nut hair of one of the most beautiful
women in Paris were hidden from them.
Pride had dealt churlishly with the lovers
through the years of misunderstanding;
but Sabine de Saint-Beuve mnever had
ceased to carry Gabriel's image close to
her heart and to believe that the day
of harvest would reward her. Had the
summons come from the Gabriel of yes-
terday, from Gabriel the immortal, as |
the critics declared, the master of salons |
and the pride of France, she would have |
answered it with her father's disdain; |
but when a sweet voice told her of a|
stricken man and a darkened room and a |
life that ebbed away with the dying day, |
then pride bent the head and the woman |
within her :-}u)kt. '
|

“I will go to him,” she said. “My
place is at his side.”

The darkened streets were full of the
returning soldiers as the two hurried to |
the Avenue de Jéna. Bivouac fires had |
been lighted upon the Champs-Elysées,
and their weird light shone ominously
around the gloom of the gathering night. |
To Dolores this picture of woe seemed to |
say that her errand had been vain. |
Nothing, she believed, could avert that
omen of the dream. As the vision had
been, so the truth must be. In this
dread fear she approached Gabriel's
house with the hesitation of one who
believes that the worst is to be learned.
Nor would Edmund Orlopp himself
dare to say what the truth was when he
met them with hand upraised and weary
face.

““He has not moved since you left,”
he said to Dolores, and then to Sabine
de Saint-Beuve: ''At least you have
done an act of charity in coming to us,
mademoiselle.”

Her answer was a look of anguish
from eyes which could not hide the truth.
Half-veiled as she was, she knelt at
Gabriel's side and put her cold hand
upon his heart. He turned as a man
who is in sleep and breathed a full
breath again.

“Sabine!” he murmured in a voice so
low that the whisper of flowers had been
a greater sound. '

The girl bent down and kissed his fore-
head. Her hot tears glistened upon his
aching eves. He did not speak again;
but fell to sleep with her arm about his
neck.

“The dream is over,"”
Dolores: **
will hive.”

Orlopp said to
he will wake in her arms and

¥

And in truth there were many in Paris
next day who cared little for the news
of the last sortie, but much for the tidings
that Gabriel Sordelli had lived through
the night.

“He will recover,” they said.
English doctor has saved him."

But how or when Edmund Orlopp had
accomplished this seeming miracle norne |
but Dolores could have told. '

*“The

[Copyright, 190g, by Max Pemberton]

[ The next story in the series, A Daughter
of the Reds,” will be* Raphael Decroix,"
appear in The Sunday Magazine of June 18] |
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Hall’s Vegetable Sicilian

Hair Renewer. Always re-
stores color togray hair, The

hair grows rapidly, stops
coming out, does not split at
the ends, keeps soft and
smooth. Sold for sixtyyears.

For the whiskers and monstache we make
a Dye known as BUCKINGHAM'S DYE. 1t
colors instantly a rich brown or a2 soft black.
R. P. HALL & CO., Nashua, N, H.

Pabst
Blue Ribbon

The Beer of Qua]ity

Produces eil:rength,I Like any
g'ood food.

STRAIG HT LEGS

If yours are not so,
our u.rﬂ wl will  posi-
tively m hem appear
i ad stylish,
inconvenience, no

“ Restores to the full

natural appearance of
the strong and well-
trained leg.” — Health
Culrure.

* Correct  appearance
of the leg restored ; not
the [cﬂ.-il discomfort.**
—Medical Talk,

En« 1nrsrd. anid used hy -

men of fashion every-
where, Write for photo-illustrated book, testimonials and meas.
urement blank, sent entirely free under plain letter seal.

THE ALISON CO., Desk D6, Buffalo, N.Y.

“THE WAY" EAR DRUMS will
make you bear. The most perfoct
device for the relief of deafness
ever known. Geo. P. Way, the in-
ventor of these drums, now hears
perfectly after 25 years of deaf-
1 my own experience for the benefit
Write me today.
Manjestie . Mnit, Iiohlxil.

Months Free

If you are interested in any kind of an investment,
Gil, Mining, Plantation, Indu «tr al, 1 nds, St 5,
Bonds, Mortgages, etc., send o8 your name an 1

address and we will send you i‘ar]li stor's Re

for three months free of charge. A journal of advice for
( latest and most e information e
(= rises Knowledge is power, Great

ant

0. Great fakes likewise. Get posted before
to-duy.

INVESTOR'S REVIEW, 1614 Gafi Bldg., CHICAGO, ILL.

GOAT LYMPH TREATMENT

Cures Nerve Diseases, Nervous Prostration,
Brain Fag, Locomotor Ataxia Rheumatism,
Consumption and General hel-llm Our
GOATILIN GOAT LYMPII TARLETS
are the original préeparation of Geat Lymph Treatment in
tablet form. €1 a bottle, postpald. Write GOATILIN
Css Dept, A, 52 Dearborm St., Chleago, for FREE suuiple

GOLD WATCH

This watch bas SOLID GOLD LAID GISE.
engraved on BOTH SIDES, American moveser
fully warrranted tiroekeeper, correct in size , squat i
sppearunoe G0 Solld Geld Watch, QGUARAN-
TEED 25 YEARS. Wo give it FREE fur
selling only %0 pleces o f handscme im. Gold Je
atlile ench.  Hend address snd we wilisend je
postpaid. When seld send ay# sod we wil
ftively sond you ihae wate lso GOLD I‘HD
CHAIN. LADIES'OR GENT'RRIZE. Wrlite teday.

RAND MFG. CO. DEPT. 203 CHICAGO.




